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"What have you to lose? Look how you live!" The cart
set off. "Why should you go on starving to death?" called
Rybin, who was sitting between two policemen. "If you
get your freedom, you'll have bread and justice! Good-
bye, good people!"
His voic6 was swallowed up by the rattle of the wheels,
the clatter of hoofs, and the shouts of the chief of police.
"All over," said the muzhik with a shake of his head;
then, turning to the mother, "Wait for  me here  at the
station. I'll be back in a minute,"
The mother went into the room and sat down at the
table in front of the samovar. She picked up a piece of
bread, looked at it, and put it bc*ck on the plate. She had
no desire for food—that nausea was coming back again.
She felt uncomfortably warm. The sickness weakened her,
•drained the blood from her heart, and made her dizzy.
She kept seeing the face of that blue-eyed muzhik—a
strange face, somehow incomplete and inspiring distrust.
She did not want to think he would betray her, but this
idea had entered her mind and lay heavily on her heart.
"He noticed me," she thought weakly. "He noticed me
and—guessed."
The thought went no further, caught, as it were, in the
slough of sickness and despair.
The breathless silence that had followed the recent
commotion in the square showed that the villagers were
cowed, and it heightened the mother's sense of loneliness,
filling her soul with gloom as soft and grey as ashes.
The girl appeared in the doorway again.
"Shall I bring you some fried eggs?" she asked.
"Don't bother. I don't feel like eating. They frightened
me with their shouts and cries."
The girl came up to the table. "You should have seen
how the chief of police beat him!" she said in an excited
whisper. "I was standing close by. He knocked out his
teeth and I saw the man spit—the blood was thick and
dark red—his eyes swelled up that tight! He's a tar man.
The police sergeant's lying upstairs dead drunk and still

